was intensely busy, and meantime he had found some new intimates. We
sat talking in the business office we used in common. He looked dis-
couraged, I noticed.
'What's the matter, old man Cecil?'
cNot much, in general, Frank. In particular, I don't believe I'm an
architect, that's all.'
'What's the matter with Rush? Don't you like it?'
He looked at me as he tilted gently back and forth in a creaking office
chair—sadness and some whimsey in his look.
'You know. Why ask me?'
'Because it's a fine piece of work/
'Is it architecture?' he said quietly.
'Well, it's better than ninety-nine out of a hundred architects are doing
—better than their barbering and make-up. And, Cecil, you are only be-
ginning. You have such fine feeling for proportion—you know it—and
good taste, and . . . Why are you looking at me, that way? You are worth
more to any client than any architect I know.' Again I asked, 'What is the
matter with you ?'
'All right, I'll tell you, young fellow. I've found out there's no joy in
architecture for me except as I see you do it. It bores me when I try to do
it myself. There's the truth for you. You are the thing you do. I'm not
and I never will be. And worse than all, I'm not sure any longer, lately,
that I want to be. There's joy in it for you—but there's obsession too. You
live in your work. You will wake up some day to find that you can't do
that, altogether, and then there'll be trouble, I foresee/
All this seemed to open a chasm where I thought all fair enough. I had
lost sight of him. He had been lagging behind. Dear old Cecil. After all,
was architecture everything? But worse was coming.
Tm going East, Frank. I'm interested with Dr. Buchanan—we're go-
ing into something together. You can take over my room and, as I see,
you'll need it.'
This was unbelievable. I reproached Cecil because I had an uneasy sense
of having betrayed him and so—inclined to blame him. Never would I have
believed this o/"him. I was finding it hard to believe it even^rom him.
I argued, pleaded. All of no use.
'I might as well make a clean breast of it, Frank. I don't want to go on
seeing you do the things I can't do. Already I'm where I can do less than
I could when we came in here together, and I really care less. Caring less,
this isn't so difficult as you imagine it to be/
It flashed through my mind that I was right. This abnegation on his
part was genuine discouragement due to my own neglect—and I felt
ashamed of myself. Why not take him in with me? But that was not what
this meant. And I knew he wouldn't come.
But I said, 'Why not join me, Cecil—I need you to help me and maybe
I could help you out of this. How do you know?'
'No, I'm not the man you need for a partner, Frank. I'm no business
man at all. I despise business—it's too gabby and grabby and selly for me
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